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Steelwight 

Episode 2 - "Childe Harold, Part 2" 

Draft 4 - 20/12/02 


RECAP - to be edited. 

TWO DAYS PASS - visualised by shadows changing across the City 
- the House of Lords, Mendicant's Tower, and so on. 

CUT TO Rowan's loft. As usual, it's in a total mess, with 
books, instruments, and sheet music - to say nothing of 
abandoned clothes and cups of beverages - scattered around. 
Rowan is walking back and forth, talking to the painting of 
her mother on the wall. She's standing in her shift at the 
moment. 


ROWAN 

I know, it sounds ridiculous. All of it - well, I 
suppose Springheel Jack is real, but monsters in the 
Deans' Office? Steelwights on the College roof? 
Infamous Robin Bysshe and Lord John Silver are 
actually these heroic Steelwights? Bysshe is a 
consumptive! He can barely get out of bed! 

The camera's eye falls on books of poetry by those two 
authors, lying on the floor. 


ROWAN 

And, of course, I'm a Steelwight too, and they need 
me to fight Springheel Jack. 

It's a child's fantasy. I've never had fits with 
visions before, but the doctors said that it might 
happen. 

She looks down at the piece of paper she holds in her hand - 
it's a pencil drawing of herself with Springheel Jack looking 
over her shoulder, her in Steelwight garb. 

ROWAN 

No, I'm just having dreams. Silly girl's dreams. 

Then, John Silver... 


(relieved) Well, I might be daydreaming, but at 
least there's no Steelwights demanding things of me. 



Strange Company internal document- confidential 

All material copyright 2002 Hugh Hancock/Strange Company. 

SILVER 

Sitting in an armchair by the window, behind her, looking 
quite comfortable 

Tell me, does your painting ever reply? 

Rowan (much to her embarrasment) squeaks, and jumps six inches 
into the air. She suddenly realises she is standing in her 
underwear in the room with a man, colours, and runs behind a 
screen. 


ROWAN 


Sir ! 


SILVER 

It's at that point, I'm told, that medical opinion 
begins to favour chains and drugs. 

ROWAN 

As a trained surgeon I am confident I'm entirely 
sane. 


SILVER 

As a trained fencer I'm confident that all surgeons 
are entirely mad. You fit well into the profession. 

Who is she? 


ROWAN 

(pause) My mother. She died when I was eleven. I 
know she's not really there, but - 

SILVER 

I lost my mother a few years ago. My sympathy. 

You look a great deal like her. 

ROWAN 

People tell me that, but she was much more beautiful 
than I'll ever be. 


SILVER 


I doubt that's possible. 
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There's a brief, awkward silence. Silver seems slightly 
startled at his own statement. 

ROWAN 

So, do you often sneak through ladies' windows? 

SILVER 

Normally only by invitation. 

ROWAN 

You hardly strike me as a vampire. 

SILVER 


(Half-smiles) Indeed. 

Rowan peeks her head around the screen, then emerges 
rather more decently clothed. 


ROWAN 

Aren't vampires meant to be charming? 
Silver's smile vanishes. 


SILVER 

Touche. I shall abandon charm, then. 

I'm afraid as you feared a Steelwight has come to 
make demands of you. The old man's seemingly 
recovered his choler - he claims to have tracked 
Jack to a building in the Auld Quarter. I'm to 
invite you - and in theory Dickon and the Lady, but 
they have, as usual, vanished- to join us. 

ROWAN 

(Half-turning, stepping away - she's just been 
reminded of the reality of her situation) 

This isn't happening. 

Silver starts to move toward her, then stops, and waits. 

ROWAN 

(bitterly) You need a helpless woman to act as bait, 
is that it? Or is your group of heroes not complete 
without a helpless woman to get herself into 
trouble? 
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SILVER 

You overuse the word "helpless". 
Who told you you are without help? 

ROWAN 


(getting angry) 

Why? So you can protect me from them? 

SILVER 

I'd be more tempted to call them a liar. 

ROWAN 

(furiously - punctuates end of sentence by throwing 
a book hard. Silver ducks.) 

But I am helpless! I can't do anything. I'm too 
fragile. 

SILVER 

What are you talking about? You're about as fragile 
as the average warhorse. There are only six people 
who ever have managed to scar me, and - 

(He reaches over and rubs his shoulder) 

-I'm told that the ones you gave me will be some of 
the most extensive. 


ROWAN 


(furious) 

I've no idea how I managed to do tha - 

SILVER 

(suddenly and forcefully getting annoyed in turn) 
Would you please stop this? 

You're a Steelwight. That doesn't mean you're some 
idiot with a domino mask, it doesn't mean you're 
just a young girl in your father's attic, it means 
you're something more than natural. 
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Your soul is Steelwight, death in a storm of swords, 
a glimmer of white in this grey land. You soul is 
where the white women took Arthur to rest, as he 
laid dying at the field of Camlyn. 

You've fought Jack Springheel and lived. You've 
stood alone against a dozen foes. You've vanquished 
one of the greatest swordsmen in the City. 

I'd accept fear. I'd accept inexperience. But I 
won't accept you lying about your ability. 

There is a sudden silence. Rowan has gone from shock to anger 
to shock. Silver is breathing heavily. 

SILVER 

Are you coming, or do I have to drag you? 

Rowan suddenly looks like she's going to cry. 

SILVER 

Oh, hellfire. Jack would be furious at me, could he 
see me now. 

(more gently) Will you come to the meeting, at 
least? If nothing else, it'll at least show you that 
we are real. 

ROWAN 

(Desperately trying not to cry) I'm perfectly fine. 

The room's just - just a little stuffy. 

SILVER 

I know. I can barely breathe. 

He holds out his hand. 

Will you come and join us? 

ROWAN 


I - I suppose I will. 

She takes his hand, and they leave. CUT. 


CUE TITLE SEQUENCE 
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CUT TO a room in the Steelwight safehouse. There's a large 
table laid out, with a detailed map on it. The rest of the 
Steelwights stand around one side - Achelli stands on the 
other. 

ACHELLI 

Morning, ladies. And milady. 

We've got a lead on Jack. He's somewhere in the Auld 
Quarter, though I don't know exactly where. 

I don't think he's going to be looking for women 
tonight, he's holed up. We shouldn't have to worry 
about hostages. Just find him, and stop him. 

Achelli jabs down at the map. 

ACHELLI 

We'll go in pairs - Jack's too dangerous for any of 
us to take on our own. Pelles, Robin, you've got the 
streets. Robin, cover him - Pelles, if he comes 
below roof-level, I want him spitted on that lance. 
Got it? 


PELLES 


Understood. 


ROBIN 


Don't lose me too swift. 


ACHELLI 

John, you're with William. Try not to kill each 
other before you find Jack. You're on the North 
Side, over the rooftops - start at the Mering Spire, 
you'll have a good view over the common and down to 
the lake. 


WILLIAM 


We'll be ready. 

ACHELLI 

(Smiles) Good, good, lad. 

Rowan and I'll take the South Side. 


ROWAN 



Strange Company internal document- confidential 

All material copyright 2002 Hugh Hancock/Strange Company. 

What to do? 


ACHELLI 

We'll start on Jen's Walk, work northward, come 
running as soon as we see pistol fire. 

(to Rowan, a little awkward - something's on his 
mind) You alright with rooftop work? 

ROWAN 

I did well enough before. 

ACHELLI 

Good. Right, as soon as we see him, close in and 
strike as fast as possible. Remember, he'll probably 
outdistance you, so everyone's carrying two pistols 
make sure they're fully primed. 

PELLES 

I will not - I have a bow, and Robin to make up for 
my lack. 


ACHELLI 

Robin, you comfortable with that? 

Robin nods. 

(Grins) Your funeral. 

I know that we've discussed taking Jack in 
ourselves, trying to figure out what happened, who 
did this to him. 

He was our friend, but whatever's happened to him, 
it's not stopping, and he's dangerous enough we 
can't take risks. 

Jack Springheel is dead - what's remaining is just 
something riding his body like a horse. We owe it to 
him to stop that. Jack would have said the same. 

SILVER 

Aye, likely he would have done. 

ACHELLI 


Alright, any questions? 
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No-one else answers. 

We're done. Sharpen your blades, make sure your 
pistols are primed and dry. Carefully. Let's not try 
to take out the chapterhouse this time, William. 

William grins. 

The Steelwights start milling out. Silver moves over to 
Achelli. 


SILVER 

What about if he leaves the quarter? I would be able 
to chase him, but I'm now (he glances at William)- 
encumbered. 

ACHELLI 

Don't chase him out the quarter. Don't take any 
chances - and that includes chances with our 
partners, John. 

Worst case, (he looks away) I'm sure there will be 
other times, (he's obviously uncomfortable) 

Silver looks at him oddly, but leaves. 

Achelli looks at himself in the mirror for a moment. His mouth 
twists, and he looks very uncomfortable. Then he goes to find 
Rowan. 

She's standing in the Salle, watching the busy preparations. 

ACHELLI 

Can you handle a pistol? 


ROWAN 


Handle, yes. Fire, no. 


ACHELLI 

Probably best you don't take one, then, (a little 
forced) Wouldn't want you shooting one of us by 
accident. 

You'll do alright. 


ROWAN 


Thank you. 
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(Dragged out of her, reluctantly) And for taking 
care of me in person, too. 

ACHELLI 

(His mouth twists) 

Don't thank me yet, lass. Never thank a man before 
he's done what he promised. 

CUT 
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CUT TO 

It's dark, and we're looking at an anonymous house in the Auld 
Quarter. The sound of hoofbeats and a horse rides out of the 
back, along a narrow path - the armoured figure on its back 
wrapped in a cloak. Along the edge of the roof, a white figure 
keeps pace with it. 

Two more figures, one in an expensive cloak, the other in 
cheaper leather, head out across the rooftops to the North - 
Silver and William. And, a moment later, two more figures, one 
smaller than the other, emerge also from a skylight and head 
to the South, down a steeply sloping series of roofs to the 
Lake of Sighs. 

We follow them for a little bit, then dart to the northwards - 
heading figures, currently scaling another huge spire, then 
down to the white-clad figure, coughing delicately in the 
night air, and looking across the City. 

ROBIN 

(To himself) I woke, and we were sailing on. As in a 
gentle weather. 'Twas night, calm night, the moon 
was high: The dead men stood together. 

Suddenly he looks more alert. 


ROBIN 

(quietly, downward) Awake, gentle knight - something 
wicked, etcetera. 

PELLES 


What ? 


ROBIN 

Naught but a tension in the air, yet - 

Suddenly the night sky is lit with a huge explosion, in the 
center of the quarter. A massive blast of fire lifts the roof 
off a couple of narrow houses, blindingly flashing into the 
night sky. A massive cloud of smoke begins to gather over the 
scene. 


ROBIN 

I do hate it when I'm right. 


Robin sprints toward the explosion as Pelles heels his horse. 
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Out of the conflagration something leaps, backwards, as a 
dozen men pour onto the street below and start firing at it 
with muskets. More pour out onto the roofs and charge toward 
it with sabers drawn. 

Then, something *else* leaps out of the flames and heads in 
the opposite direction to the first "Jack", who is heading 
rapidly toward Robin and Pelles. 

Up in the chapel tower, William and Silver watch, bemused. 

WILLIAM 

What the hell is going on? 

Flashes of Jack, diving into the street. Pelles, heeling his 
massive warhorse into a gallop, through streets of screaming 
people. Robin, running fast and low to the roofs. 

SILVER 

He's trying to fake us. The one on the West moves 
more like Jack to me, though. 

WILLIAM 

But the one on the other side came out first, and I 
think I see- 

SILVER 

We have no time for this. I am going for the Eastern 
Jack. Follow or not, as you will. 

He races off across the roofs. William pauses for a while, 
looking unhappily caught in the middle - then he firms his jaw 
muleishly, and heads in the opposite direction, for the 
Western Jack. 

(Western) Jack leaps up, exposing himself to all eyes for a 
moment - a pistol shot cracks out, and he tumbles in midair as 
it rips across his thighs. Even as he's landing, another one 
misses him by inches. He lands, and starts to look around for 
the firer. 

A brick milimeters from his head explodes from another shot. 

We cut into the distance to see Robin smoothly step around 
behind a chimney, domino mask in place, dropping a pistol and 
pulling another from the huge bandolier he carries as he does 
so. 

Jack, looking alarmed, leaps again, for the streets, and 
starts rapidly bouncing from wall to wall of the street, 
heading around behind where Robin is stationed. Then, a brief 
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thundering sound warns us of Pelles' imminent arrival, as his 
horse leaps a tall vegetable stall blocking an alley at the 
end of the sreet - as he leaps, Pelles lowers a truly massive 
crossbow, one large enough he has to hold it in both hands, 
and shoots. 

Jack screams and drops to street level as the bolt takes him 
through the thigh, spinning him around as he does so. 

Down on the South Side, Achelli turns to Rowan. 

ACHELLI 

It's time. Keep up as best you can, and follow me. 

He runs off, sprinting along and up roofs, leaping from street 
to street in impossible, twenty-foot jumps. 

Rowan starts off, looks panicked at the first jump. Then we 
see a flood of heroic images again, and when we look back 
she's masked, and sprinting along after Achelli, rapidly 
catching him up with dazzling agility and speed. 

Pelles charges Jack down, lowering the deadly steel-tipped 
lance. Jack stands up in the street, looking dazed- easy meat. 
The lance closes on Jack. Suddenly, Jack moves staggeringly 
fast, diving under the lance, the razor coming around and up 
into Pelles' steed's stomach. The horse screams and rears, 
coming down on its side - Pelles doesn't land well. 

Jack reaches down and grabs the bolt sticking through his leg. 
As Pelles struggles to rise, the bolt begins to glow - red- 
hot, then white, melting down Jack's leg. Moving more easily 
now. Jack closes. 

Pelles gets into stance with his bastard sword. Jack closes. 
They fight, rapidly and lethally - Jack quickly uses his 
superior speed to close and slash his razor straight through 
Pelles' leg armour and through his thigh. Pelles collapses and 
Jack moves on. 

Silver leaps a street, and then another, catching up with his 
black-clad, leaping figure. 


SILVER 

Turn and face me, coward! 

He leaps another building - the thing is momentarily out of 
sight - and then suddenly a hideous thing, all bone and 
fluttering cloak, leaps out from behind a chimney stack, a 
devestatingly fast attack that is within centimeters of Silver 
when it begins. 
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Silver almost bends in mid-air. The slashing claws slice a 
foot above him, and Silver's answering strokes cleave the 
thing deeply in the side, then remove its head. 

SILVER 

A ragman? What? To hell with it! 

He turns and sprints in the opposite direction. 

We cut back to Jack, who is running rapidly through the 
streets, no doubt still aiming to get close to Robin. A figure 
somersaults over his head to land in fencing pose in the road, 
immediately rushing forward. 

Jack appears disconcerted. Then, 

JACK 

He'll do as well as the poet, to tell my prize. 

He meets William's charge, throwing him to one side, into a 
wall - the throw looks like to crack William's head off 
against the wall, but William athletically runs half up the 
wall, then comes back in with a series of blindingly fast, 
acrobatic attacks, driving Jack backward and nearly knocking 
him out with an overturned cart. Jack initially is clearly 
obviously off balance and recovering. 

WILLIAM 


I have you now. Jack! 

He's driving Jack backward toward a wall when we see Jack's 
face - he's planning something, and is less wrong-footed than 
he appears. William drives Jack back further, and with a 
shouted "Ha!" dives in for a lunge - which Jack slips out of, 
disarming and coming up behind the overextended William with 
his razor to his throat. 


JACK 

Now you'll tell me of the girl, young one, or I'll 
cut you across, again and again. 

WILLIAM 


(Clearly terrified) 
Go to hell, Jack! 


JACK 



Strange Company internal document- confidential 

All material copyright 2002 Hugh Hancock/Strange Company. 


Been there. 

He looks at William for a moment, then suddenly slashes down - 
William's right pinky is cut, not entirely cleanly, by the 
blow. 

JACK 


came back. 


William screams, then suddenly shuts himself up, and glares at 
Jack, clearly daring him to do his worst. 

JACK 


So brave a boy. How long can he remain that way? 


He draws his hand up again, intending to cut. There is a 
sudden pistol report, and the razor - and a finger - flies 
from Jack's hand. 


SILVER 

Rescuing helpless women from you is starting to 
become a habit. 

Jack snarls. A new razor appears, and he rushes to the attack, 
breathing fire at Silver. 


Silver ducks the attack, sidesteps the next, ripostes. The two 
of them are evenly matched in the street. Then there's a 
pistol report, and a shopfront very close to Jack explodes 
into pieces. 

William, standing at the end of the alley, grits his teeth as 
he draws his next pistol. 


Both Jack and Silver are momentarily put off. Jack's eyes open 
wide - clearly there's no way he's going to stand against two 
Steelwights. He leaps for it, to the roof. Silver but a moment 
behind. 


They race across the roofs. Silver draws a pistol - Jack dives 
for him, manages to knock it out of his hand, and then flees 
again. Jack lands on a roof, very lightly and quickly, and 
immediately leaps again, for a high point on the same roof. 
Silver's clearly got a chance to catch him. 

Silver rushes forward. Jack, on the high point of the roof, 
grins. And the roof collapses under Silver, plummeting him 
into the ground. 
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We cut to Achelli and Rowan. They're still racing across the 
rooftops. Suddenly, Achelli stops, and swings down, onto a 
narrow crossbridge, and starts heading for a large rookery. 

ACHELLI 


Short cut - follow me. 


ROWAN 


To Jack? 


ACHELLI 


(a brief pause. Then - ) 

Aye. 

Rowan nods, and they plunge into a mass of narrow rooms, 
walkways and tiny alleys. Finally, they end up in a closed 
courtyard. Rowan runs in, out of breath, and then notices that 
they're not alone. 

In one corner of the courtyard, the Bishop is painting, 
calmly. The one exit is guarded by four guards, human-looking 
but the ones we saw with the Bishop before. And lastly, the 
Master steps out from behind the door. 

ROWAN 

(hand goes to sword, looks around) 

Look out! 


ACHELLI 


Hold fast, lass. 


MASTER 

(to Achelli) Once again, I am glad to have agreed an 
alliance with you. As a representative of the 
government of this City, we have the resources to 
ensure Jack is trapped once and for all. 

ACHELLI 

And the Steelwights won't keep being tainted by the 
madness around Jack. 

You've got to see, lass, the Master's a good man. 
Now, he's got a plan to capture Jack. 


The Bishop is watching with a paternal smile. 
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ROWAN 


What? What plan? 


ACHELLI 

You're to go with these men, lass. That's an order. 

ROWAN 

There's no way! I'd not go with them if they were 
men! 

The Master and the Bishop exchange sudden, sharp looks. Some 
of the guards start moving forward. Rowan backs up. Her sword 
is suddenly up. 


MASTER 

Achelli, I trust this will be handled calmly. 

ACHELLI 


Lass, calm - 

Suddenly, we see the Mask appear on Rowan's face. She glides 
around - it looks slow, but we can see that everything is 
moving slowly now. Both her hands are holding pistols - the 
left glides toward the guards, the right the Master. 

Suddenly, a blurring shape appears from her right. Everything 
collapses back into normal time, and Rowan crumples limply to 
the floor. Achelli has just hit her. 

ODO 

I am sorry you had to do that, my son. 

Achelli looks around, feral and dangerous. 

ACHELLI 

I've seen you before. (To the Master) What's he 
doing here? 

MASTER 

Bishop Odo is my trusted friend and confidant in 
this matter. (Harder) And the rest of the 
Steelwights still know nothing of our alliance? 


ACHELLI 
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Hell, no. Even given how long we've been doing this, 
I still have to bring them around slowly. Silver'd 
likely try to kill you if he knew. Of all of us, 
he's the one most like to hark back to the bad old 
days. 


MASTER 

Before we realised it was better for us to work with 
you against the ever-present threat. 

ACHELLI 

He's a good lad - he's just had a hard time in the 
past. His parents. 

So not a word of this has to get out to anyone. And 
she 'll be well? 


MASTER 

I told you I can't promise that. She's acting as 
bait for one of your own. But a Steelwight should be 
ready to give her life for the City, should he not? 

There's a pause. Then Achelli lowers his eyes. 

ACHELLI 


I should get back. 


MASTER 

You'll need a reason why you lost your girl. Hold 
out your arm. 

Achelli pauses for a moment, then nods. 

MASTER 

(moving behind Achelli) Your wound will need to be 
convincing. This will hurt a great deal. 

Achelli can't see the Master, but he's smiling like a hyena. 

The Master slashes down with something we can't see. Achelli 
cries out. Then the Master moves away. 

ACHELLI 

Good luck. We'll see each other again. 

Achelli runs out of the door, clutching his arm, which clearly 
is indeed hurting terribly. 
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The Master waits a moment. Then, 

MASTER 


Bring it with us. 

And he leaves, with the guards carrying Rowan between them. 
There's one servitor and the Bishop left. 

ODO 

(smiles, to the servant, who is dressed as a 
peasant) 

You know what you have to do. 

SERVANT 

(knuckling his forehead) I do, my Lord. 

The Bishop looks after the direction the Master departed, 
gathers up his canvas, then spits on the ground to the side of 
where the Master walked, looking that way, and departs. 

CUT 
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CUT TO 

The world swims as Rowan regains consciousness. She's held in 
a large, open area, an empty warehouse of some sort by the 
looks of it, but one with stone walls, thick wooden floors, 
and no windows. The high roof is flat and stone. 

She lies against a crate - watching her, standing, is the 
Master, with a couple of Broken guards, whilst the Bishop sits 
nearby, painting as always - clearly painting her. 

Rowan lies there, for a moment, very still, then suddenly 
leaps up, grabbing for the Master as her hand goes for a long 
piece of wood. The Master steps back coolly, and one of the 
guards clubs her backward, casually, with a heavy cudgel. 

Rowan collapses against the crate again. 

ODO 


Ah, the energy of youth. 

MASTER 

(to Rowan) I have no interest in you or your 
identity. You are here for a single purpose, and 
that requires nothing else but your presence. 
Cooperate with us and you will be let free at the 
end of it all. Do anything else and you will be 
killed. 

ROWAN 

By those broken-down creatures? 

The Master looks momentarily startled, as does the Bishop. 
With a glance at the latter, the Master recovers first. 

MASTER 


Verence. 

The heavier-set of the two guards steps forward and kicks 
Rowan in the ribs. She groans. He clubs her again, and she 
collapses back to the floor. Then he reaches down and grabs 
her by the scruff of the neck, and his appearance begins to 
flicker, with flashes of the broken-down thing we saw 
appearing. 


MASTER 


Enough. 


Do you still intend to defy me? 
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Rowan, coughing into the ground, says nothing. 
Good. 

He turns to walk away. 

ODO 


(quietly) 

Are you sure this cage is strong enough to hold her? 

The Master gives him a slightly irritated and appraising look. 
The Bishop continues to look concerned. 

MASTER 

If she was one of the great ones, Achelli or Blaine, 
then I would be more cautious. But a new-minted 
Steelwight? She is not strong enough to escape. 

The Bishop nods, submissively. The Master gives on last look 
around, smiles slightly. 


ODO 


Unharmed? 


MASTER 

(Slightly hesitates, measuring Rowan for a moment.) 

Yes . 

He leaves, as do his guards. The Bishop doesn't. He continues 
painting. 


ODO 

The Master is thinking about his "broken-down 
creatures", my child. It may take time, but 
eventually, he'll come to the same conclusion I 
have. 

You see things, don't you, my child? 

When he realises, he'll have you torn apart. 
Rowan starts to get to her feet, spitting out blood. 

ROWAN 


You're no true priest. 
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ODO 

(laughs) I am the truest priest of the Bull I know. 

To see through the illusions of the City - that's a 
rare ability, child. I am surprised you have 
survived this long. 

The Master is a dangerous and extraordinarily 
powerful - well, let's call him a man for the 
moment, at least. But he has never been reflective. 

He smiles. 

As we can see, he misses things. 

Soon, I will present you with the severed arm of 
Achelli, and the eyes of the young fencer. The 
knight and the pistoler will not survive much 
longer. Even now they prowl around each other. The 
teeth are growing longer and the stomach more empty. 

He clearly means that in a culinary sense. 

And I will see them dine on each other's flesh, rare 
and fibered. I thank you for making that possible. 

He looks down at the painting. There is a pause. 

You aren't going to try to attack me, child? 

Rowan spits in his face. He clearly enjoys that. His tongue - 
very long- comes out and plays with the sput on his face, 
then he licks it away. The tongue stays out, as though tasting 
something on the air. 

He smiles even wider. 

Thank you, my child. 

He stands up. 

I go to see to the end of your society. 

Think on the Bull, child. 

Think of his flesh. 

The Bishop leaves. 


CUT 
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CUT TO the Steelwight salle. The Steelwights rest at various 
points around the room, having their wounds seen to, cleaning 
weapons or talking, quietly. 

Suddenly Silver enters, like a thunderstorm. 

SILVER 

Never there's a tragedy in the City but there are a 
hundred set to witness it. 

He turns, grabs someone from outside, and thrusts the 
Bishop's manservant, still made up to be a peasant and 
blindfolded, into the room. 

The Steelwights react with varying degrees of shock. Achelli's 
is the greatest. 

Silver picks up the "commoner" and bodily carries him down the 
stairs. 


SILVER 

This creature witnessed everything that happened. 

ACHELLI 


(panicked) What? 

Silver sets the poor man down at the foot of the stairs. 

SILVER 


Tell them. 


MANSERVANT 


My - my lords, the- the girl - 
Silver growls. 


MANSERVANT 


(Faster) 

My lords, the woman that you seek was kidnapped. 
Taken in broad daylight, she was, by other lords. 

The Steelwights are thunderstruck. There are various 
exclamations. 


ACHELLI 


You saw this? 
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The commoner nods. 

Who? Who did you see there? 

COMMONER 

G-Guards, my lord, sir. Half a dozen of them, with 
green-and-gold livery. And the one lord - young, he 
was, dressed up to the nines, and he had a way about 
him, a cold way, like you wouldn't want to stand in 
the path of his carriage lest he run you down. 

ACHELLI 

(To Silver) What proof do you have that this 
character is trustworthy? 

SILVER 

(coldly - suddenly even more menacing than he was 
before). 

Are you lying to me, boy? 

The commoner is quite clearly terrified. He's on the verge 
shitting himself. 


ROBIN 

(dryly) I don't believe he is. 

Silver suddenly turns and violently throws a goblet from 
a table at the wall. 


SILVER 


They die. 


PELLES 

(suddenly) Green and gold - how tall was this Lord?? 

COMMONER 

Short, my lord, short in stature and with black 
hair. 


PELLES 

The man he's referring to holds title in the House 
of Lords. A powerful man. The Master of Vestments. 


COMMONER 
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I heard them talk about taking her to a factory 
across the Lake, my Lords. A loom. 

PELLES 

I can find it. (Looks to Silver) We move now? 

ACHELLI 


No. 

All heads turn to look at him. 

ACHELLI 


We do not move. 

No-one says anything. Silver is glaring at Achelli silently 
like he will kill him. 


ROBIN AND WILLIAM 


What? Why? 


ACHELLI 

We do not move against the Master. We must not take 
any action against him. 


WILLIAM 

Rowan could be hurt - she could be worse! We have to 
go to her! 

PELLES 

(Hard) He has kidnapped one of our own. 

ACHELLI 

There are wheels within wheels here. I know what's 
happening here. Understand me, we cannot go after 
her - the cost would be too high. 

PELLES 


Why? 


ACHELLI 

I cannot say, but there are strong enough reasons. 


PELLES 



Strange Company internal document- confidential 

All material copyright 2002 Hugh Hancock/Strange Company. 


Alright. 


WILLIAM 

I don't care about any cost! 

ACHELLI 

(meets and holds William's eyes.) 

Please trust me, William. I'm asking you, now, to 
trust me on this. 


WILLIAM 


I trust you. 

Silver looks around at them, slowly. Then, he turns, and, 
deliberately, begins heading for the door. 

ACHELLI 


John - 


SILVER 

You want me to trust you once again. 

ACHELLI 


Aye, I do. 


SILVER 


No . 

He leaves. 


CUT. 
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CUT TO the Bishop. He's heading down a hall in the main area 
of the factory, for a large, open room with many pictures 
hanging in it, dimly seen. He's carrying the canvas he had 
with him when he was in Rowan's room, and he looks very 
pleased with himself. 

Another MANSERVANT is waiting for him just outside the room. 
The Bishop walks a little inside, obscuring our view of the 
paintings, and places the canvas down on a table just out of 
sight. He reaches out and finds himself a cane and a thick 
coat. 


MANSERVANT 

I just got word, your Grace. Everything happened as 
you said. 


ODO 


Good. 

He turns and leaves, the manservant on his heels, other 
servants appearing as if out of the walls. 

We pan backward, and turn, and see the paintings (in charcoal 
style) on the walls. It is, quite literally, a gallery of 
horror - hideous creatures, torture, barbarity and ever 
cannibalism. We pan around the paintings slowly until we come 
to the one he has half-finished - Rowan, sitting as she was, 
except her face is stretched in an expression of horror, and 
half-seen things with teeth are all around her. 


CUT. 
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CUT TO Deg's Claim, the half-derelict island marking the half¬ 
way point between the widest two bridges to cross the Wind. 

The bridges are huge, wood and stone, with holes in the 
planking where the boards of the bridges have decayed. Beyond, 
we can see on to the island, where huge hulking ghosts of 
buildings loom up out of the fog. 

Silver is nearing the end of the bridge, running incredibly 
fast. Mask in place. Then, Achelli steps out of the shadows at 
the end of the bridge, amongst the buildings, and walks on to 
the bridge. 

Silver stops. Achelli comes closer. Silver looks at him 
uncertainly. 

ACHELLI 

I can't allow you to do this, John. I understand 
what you're doing, but there's things going on here 
that are too important to let you jepardise them. 

SILVER 

She's one of us, Achelli. I know you're capable of 
leaving innocent people to the butchers at Breach 
Street, but you cannot do this to a Steelwight. One 
of us . 

(Suddenly realises something) 

You know why she's been taken, don't you? 

ACHELLI 

Aye, lad, I know. I hoped she'd be returned to us 
before you found out where she was, but I shouldn't 
have underestimated you like that. 

(Silver stares at him) 

She's to help us capture Jack. In a trap. And "us" 
is the Steelwights and our allies. 

SILVER 


Allies. 


ACHELLI 

It's their plan, but I agree with it. And anyway, 
we can't go against them now, not when the 
Steelwights are so close. 
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You don't remember what the Steelwights were 
fifteen or twenty years ago, John. Madmen, 
anarchists, seeing enemies on all sides. I was 
right along with it - was half-mad then. We set 
ourselves against - what - the Government? the 
System? The whole City? Whatever it was we damn 
near destroyed it. 

We fought the monsters, aye, but we left so many 
other things go. 


SILVER 


And this means - 


ACHELLI 


John. Listen. 

I saw what happened to us - Blaine half-mad, 
dragged off, Jerome spitted on the Tower. We lost 
so many people - Steelwights, innocents. The deaths 
were - horrible. 

The authorities set themselves to hunt us down like 
animals. We doubled the numbers of Breach Street by 
ourselves. And then I discovered - through the 
Master - that they were hunting down the monsters 
themselves, and we were in their way. 

SILVER 

The Master. The one who has Rowan. 

ACHELLI 

Aye, that's him, the Master of Vestments. He's the 
one who believed me. He's the one who agreed to 
shield us from what we'd made, to keep down the 
stories, to let us work with them to hunt down the 
monsters. 

Gods, John, Jack's like a last curse from what we 
were - turned to a madman, people recognise him for 
a Steelwight, right out of the stories. We can't 
leave him free. We're so close to being able to be 
seen on the right side. 

SILVER 


(almost dead voice) 

And so we let this Master take the girl to bait his 
trap, for our greater good. 
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ACHELLI 

Aye, we do. We can't let Jack walk around the 
streets a moment more. You know that. And I can't 
let you attack the Master - it'd jepardise what 
I've been working on for so long. 

SILVER 


In secret. 


ACHELLI 

Aye. I'd have let you - any of you - in on it, but 
I didn't think you'd be able to be - reliable. 

SILVER 


Did you do it? 


ACHELLI 


What ? 


SILVER 

Did you help them capture her? Did you betray her 
that much? 

ACHELLI 

It's not betrayal, lad. Not when it's for the good 
Yes, I did. 


SILVER 


Get out of my way. 


ACHELLI 

You don't want to do this, lad. They'll return her 
We've just got to trust them. 

SILVER 

Trust. I have heard that word often from your lips 
of late. 

Trust me, we have to leave this child to the 
authorities. Trust me, we cannot pursue Jack 
further today. Trust me, I will take care of you. 
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(he starts to stalk toward Achelli) 

Betrayed. The girl above Deep River. Betrayed. The 
girl at the hospital, when you would not let us 
attack sooner. Betrayed. The men who have trusted 
you not to lead them. Betrayed, our Rowan, who came 
to us in terror, and whom you have left to Jack. 

If she is dead, for that alone I will bury your 
corpse in unclean ground, so that your soul will 
never reach to the Tree. 

Achelli has stopped backing up. Silver is speeding up as he 
moves toward him. 

En garde. 

Silver attacks. Achelli deflects it, with a growl. 

The two begin to fight, upon the bridge. Silver's blows are a 
blur. Achelli is backing up, fighting hard - but it becomes 
apparent that he isn't attacking fully. 

ACHELLI 

Please, John, give this up. 

SILVER 

Will you let me past, craven? 

ACHELLI 

You don't insult me again, lad. 

SILVER 

Does the truth sting? You are a lier, Achelli, a 
coward and a betrayer. You are not fit to command 
any man. 


ACHELLI 

The Bull have mercy on your soul. 

He attacks. 

He's a force of nature. He's unstoppable. He's the finest 
swordsman to grace the Steelwights, the unhuman heroes of the 
City, in a hundred years. 


Silver nearly matches him. 
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The fight ranges across the floor, walls, and pillars of the 
bridge. The swords flicker so fast that it's near impossible 
to follow them. The hazards of the decaying bridge are their 
own perils. 

Silver's foot disappears downward as a bridge segment 
collapses, the rest of his body following. It looks like he's 
going to land sprawled. Achelli steps forward, sword going 
down in a powerful thrust to where he'll land. 

Silver throws himself, in perfect control, through and under 
the bridge, emerging behind Achelli. Clearly he planned this. 
He steps forward into a lunge as Achelli turns. 

But Achelli's already there. He anticipated that. Evading the 
lunge, he's launching forward into an attack of his own, 
toward Silver as Silver commits to his own attack. 

Silver sees it. Desperately, off-balance now from Achelli's 
sudden move, he tries to parry it. Amazingly, defying the 
force of gravity, his chest passes just over Achelli's blade, 
and he thrusts out in an impossible, contortionist stop hit. 

It hits home and sinks into Achelli's chest. Achelli coughs 
once and goes limp, hitting the deck almost in Silver's arms. 

Silver stops. Then, he slowly comes to himself. Looks down, 
sees blood all over his hands. Rain is falling. Looks down at 
the body at his feet. Turns it over, as if uncertain as to 
what it is. 

Achelli falls limp at his feet. 

SILVER 

(Shell-shocked, disbelieving) Achelli? 

A noise makes him turn his head. 

A horrible cavelcade is coming up the bridge. A horde of 
monsters. Leading them is the Bishop. 

Silver turns to face the nearer group, including the Bishop, 
sword out, still on his knees, cradling Achelli. 

ODO 

How noble is this sacrifice, who gave his life to 
save people - 

He changes form to his true form. 


ODO 
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CUT TO Rowan in the warehouse. She's prowling around, looking 
for a way out. We hear something. 

ROWAN 


Water! 

As we slow down into real-time, she's getting to the back of 
the room. She looks around - finally, between two planks, she 
can hear the faint sound of running water. 

ROWAN 

Some kind of canal! I'll sail out of here like they 
did in the tales! 

She goes back through the room, and comes back with the stout 
plank she was using before. 

She stands over the stream sound, and punches downward with 
the plank, once. Not a damned scratch. She does it again, more 
angry - still nothing. She beats at the planks in a frenzy - 
still not so much as a major dent. 

She hits the planks one last time, evidently with the last of 
her strength. Then, she collapses against the wall, letting 
the plank fall from her grasp. 

ROWAN 

Well, they said I wasn't strong enough. I suppose 
if you lock people up in warehouses often enough 
you get to judge that sort of thing. 

What do they want me for? 

No, no, no. 

I'm not going to let them get to me. They do not 
get to win. 

There is a sudden, faint, flash of a heroic woodcut, across 
our vision. 

Rowan looks startled. Then she sits up straighter. 

Heroes. Heroism. A hero could get out of here. 

What his Lordship - agh! Silver. What Silver said 
about heroes. They could escape from this prison. 

Odysseus could trick his way out. Beowulf could 
break the planks. 


Heroes. Heroism. Chargers on white meadows. 
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Nothing. Rowan slumps. 

There's a growl outside the door. Rowan jumps. 

No. No, there's no reason to be afraid. I'm not 
helpless in here. I'm fitted in armour. 

There's a flash of armour on her, full-fitted. Gothic and 
beautiful. 

Rowan jumps. 

What ? 

I am Beowolf in the den of the beast. I'm Hercules 
before the Titans, Sigmund before the giants. 

There are more flashes. 

A maiden whose kiss is steel. Ulesses, Jason, 

Cuchullain, Birgitte. I am death riding in a storm 
of blades. 

A lot of flashes are coming now. Rowan stands up 
straighter. 

I am the white in this field of grey. The hope of 
hopeless men. 

I am Steelwight, and I will not be chained. 

The Mask is in place. She turns, and picks up the plank. As it 
flashes down it turns, momentarily, into a ram of black iron. 

It hits the planks. They shatter. So does the battering-plank. 
Below, a canal or sewer flows. 

Rowan turns, picks a black smallsword and a pistol out of the 
air, fastens them onto herself, and drops. 


CUT 
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CUT TO the Bishop talking to Silver. No time has passed. 

ODO 

A noble man. He cursed and raged about the deaths, 
but in the end his dreams always drew him back to 
the Master's side. 

Silver is still in shock. He's staring at the Bishop like he 
is mesmerised - close enough, actually. 

ODO 

He hated the monsters so much, he couldn't believe 
that he walked by them every day. The rest of the 
Steelwights knew, back when they were a real 
threat. 


SILVER 

(Starting to gather strength) You're in the 
government? I always suspected - 

ODO 

Your kind have no government. You have us. 

Your government, your churches. Your bankers, your 
nobles. The Court and the Gardens, the ladies in 
the Park and the House of Lords. Everyone before 
whom you cower. We are your Authorities. 

SILVER 

(sword falls from nerveless fingers) 

You lie. 


ODO 

Everyone who rules over you, everyone who gives you 
orders. We have made this City to be our feeding 
ground - and you Steelwights' orders have helped us 
maintain it. 

It is a mercy that your teacher did not survive 
your assault. Learning the truth about his goals 
would have tortured him like the rack. You, 
yourself, spared him his worst and final agony. 

The Bishop is very close. Silver is staring blankly. 


ACHELLI 
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Actually, I've had worse toothache. 

The Bishop starts to turn. 

The Bishop gets about half-way around the turn when Achelli 
hits him from behind with a dagger. The Bishop screams and 
staggers back as Achelli rips the dagger through his 
midsection. 

ACHELLI 

But let's not talk about my troubles. 

Odo falls back to his troops, shouting for them to move 
forward. Achelli glares at the nearest, and it backs off a 
pace. Silver is still kneeling there, totally shocked. 

ACHELLI 

Get up, you ape! You're kneeling on my blade! 

Silver gets up, his face reawakening, and takes stance. 
Achelli grabs his sword and faces back to back with him. 

A small army faces them. 


ACHELLI 


Morning, lads. 

I am death, forged in steel. 

Silver looks startled for a moment, then - 

SILVER 

A maiden of blades whose kiss is death. 

ACHELLI AND SILVER 
A dead man in a storm of swords. 


ACHELLI 

Face us, and you will be destroyed. 

ODO 


KILL THEM! 

The mass rush at Silver and Achelli, and the killing begins. 


CUT 
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CUT TO 

Rowan lands hip-deep in water, and immediately turns and heads 
down the tunnel. Her walk is more confident and more dangerous 
now. 

She keeps going - it's not totally quiet down here, but it 
certainly is unsettling. There's little enough noise that the 
creaking of the wood above is noticable. 

She creeps along for a bit. Suddenly, she turns her head - she 
hears a noise, like a baby crying. It's replaced a moment 
later by another. 

She follows the noise, which becomes louder and more multi¬ 
layered. Soon she comes to a stairway up from the waterway, 
which she follows up to a darkened room. She goes up, and in, 
and further up, and then comes out on a catwalk above a 
massive warehouse. 

It's not the size of the warehouse that stops her in her 
tracks. Nor is it the obviously inhuman guards, twenty of 
them, who guard the enormous room. Instead, it's its contents: 
hundreds upon hundreds of tiny, coffin-shaped boxes, rank upon 
rank of them, which, as we pan across the room and down to 
looks at them, are revealed to each contain a tiny, totally 
cramped but undeniably human baby. 


CUT 
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CUT TO 

Achelli and Silver are untouchable. Men and things rush at 
them and die. 

Odo tries to get to the back of the group, but Achelli keeps 
coming nearer to him. Finally, he is forced into combat. His 
meathook and his mouth keep Achelli at bay for a few moments, 
before Achelli disarms him of his hooks, and forces him back 
against the bridge. 


ODO 

What about the hunt for Jack? 

ACHELLI 


That line got old. 


ODO 


Wait! He's not one of - 

Achelli spits him through. The force of the blow goes into the 
parapet, which starts to crumble. Achelli draws the blade out 
and makes ready for a swipe. The parapet crumbles further. 
Achelli swings, and Odo desperately pushes backwards, falling 
with masonry into the river, Achelli's swing only cutting 
across his chest. 


ACHELLI 


Damn. 

Suddenly, he coughs, and stumbles. When he straightens up 
again, he looks a lot worse. 


SILVER 


(rushing to his side) 
Are you well? 


ACHELLI 

You just stabbed me in the gut, lad. How would you 
f eel ? 

He straightens up. Red blood glistens on the front of his 
tunic. Silver looks distraught. 


ACHELLI 
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I've spent ten years training you and you still 
can't lunge straight. 

He slumps again, a little, then straightens and starts 
walking. Silver looks at him. 

ACHELLI 

Wasn't our lass in trouble? 

The two of them turn together, and run off toward the 
warehouse. 

CUT. 
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CUT TO rooms in the factory. There's a fight going on, a fight 
between Silver and Achelli and some poor overmatched guards. 
It's over pretty damned briefly, and Silver and Achelli rush 
on through, getting to a T-junction and looking around to see 
which way to go. 


SILVER 


Achelli, I - 


ACHELLI 

No, lad. We're not going to talk about it now. 

SILVER 


(takes a deep breath, then lets it out, suddenly). 
Very well. Which way? 

ACHELLI 


(goes over and checks a door) I hope it's not this 
way. 


SILVER 


Why? 

Achelli stands back, and a body drops to the ground. It's been 
neatly spitted through the chest. 

He sees. 

Hellfire. 

They rush through the door. 

They run down corridors, most of them filled with multiple 
dead bodies, killed by sword or pistol. The sound of combat 
can be heard from somewhere nearby. They rush toward it. 

It's a large room, filled with cabinets of records. Guards 
appear to have converged on it from all directions, and over a 
dozen of them already lay dead. A further four are converging 
on a small figure at the end of the room, who is trapped. 

Achelli runs toward the figure. As he does, time slows. The 
first figure stumbles backward, as a blade slashes its throat. 
The second, coming in, gives a coughing sound and sits down as 
the figure in the middle of the fight - Rowan - leaps over it. 
The third and fourth are blown apart by pistols suddenly 
appearing from nowhere, and Achelli, just arriving at the end 
of his twenty-foot run at this point, stops suddenly as a 
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pistol shoves up into his face. His sword clatters to the 
ground. 

Rowan is wearing the Mask, and an expression of anger like 
nothing we've ever seen on her. 

ROWAN 


Try to fight. Please. 

Silver moves up next to the pair of them, not willing to touch 
anything happening. 


SILVER 

I know what he did, but there are some very good 
reasons to trust him now. 

Trust me. 

There is a brief, horrible pause. Rowan looks hard at Silver. 
Then Rowan's eyes widen. The Mask and the pistol vanish, 
smoothly, and she takes a step back and staggers. Silver 
starts to take a step toward her, and smoothly brings it to a 
halt as she flinches. 


ROWAN 

They have a farm here. A farm - they're farming 
children. 

She looks like she's about to faint, but she doesn't. 

There are names on these files - hundreds of them. 
Clergymen, noblemen. Lords and ladies. 

It calls them the "beneficiaries". They make - 
withdrawls. 

ACHELLI 

The Master. We're learning a lot today. 

ROWAN 

Whatever's else happened is nothing- 

ACHELLI 

(indicating his wound) 

John's learned he still lunges too low. 


Rowan goes silent. 
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ACHELLI 

We've all been - no, not right now. Short version, 
we live in Hell. 


ROWAN 


What ? 


ACHELLI 

We're getting out of here. 

ROWAN 

We should destroy this place! 

SILVER 

You are being held here as bait. For Jack. 

And right now we're all bunched together, he can 
easily find us, and we won't have a prayer of 
tracking him. 


ACHELLI 

Like a bunch of militia under cannon fire. 
Which way to the exit? 


ROWAN 

I - I don't know. But there is a canal back that 
way. I think that must lead out. 

ACHELLI 

Into the lake, probably. Right. Let's - 

There is a huge, distant booming noise. After a moment there' 
a shower of wood heard on the roof. 

ACHELLI 

Too late. Jack's here. 


SILVER 


Then he dies here. 


ACHELLI 
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Agreed. 


ROWAN 


Agreed. 

Silver and Achelli look startled. 

(sarcastic) Today? 

There is another explosion. This one's a lot closer. Smoke 
drifts down the corridor outside as the Steelwights run toward 
it. 

They have turned down one direction when there is a horrible 
scream from the other direction, and another. They turn to 
chase that way. 

SILVER 


He's baiting us. 


ACHELLI 

Bait goes to line. Line goes to fisherman. 

They run forward, into the smoke. 

Fragments of movement - a half-seen figure through the 
swirling smoke. A hideously mutilated body in another 
direction. 

SILVER 


Jack! 

The sound of high-pitched laughter. Then, a blast of fire, 
which Silver rolls neatly to avoid, slashing up, but hitting 
nothing. 


ACHELLI 

Stay together! Follow my voice! 

Silver turns to head in that direction. Achelli is standing 
still. Rowan appears out of the fog, and Achelli turns and 
heads through the smoke. 

They emerge in a large, empty office. Just workers in here, it 
would seem - all slaughtered except one. Afterward, perhaps 
someone will note that they don't all seem to have been killed 
with razors - some have simply been torn apart. 
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The Steelwights survey the scene. We hear soft moaning. 

SILVER 


Someone yet lives. 

He approaches a large desk, beneath which a small figure 
cowers, back to Silver, face to the wall so that we can't see 
it. The figure is moaning softly. 

SILVER 

We can stop what is happening here. Where did the 
man who did this go? 

The figure, trembling and still moaning, points out toward the 
second of the room's four exits. 

SILVER 


(Nods) My thanks. 

He strides toward the door, the rest of the Steelwights 
following. They exit. 

We pan down behind the desk. The moaning stops, and a grim 
smile becomes visible on the face of the "clerk" - the Master 
of Vestments. 

CUT back to the Steelwights, as they run down a corridor. 
Silver kicks in a door at the end of the corridor, and they 
run out - into a massive warehouse, on the upper levels. This 
is clearly one of the weaving houses, and is criss-crossed 
with huge pieces of machinery, ladders and stairs to upper and 
lower levels. It looks like an absolutely ideal ambush site, 
in other words. 

SILVER 

Hellfire. There's still some of him in there, 
whatever he is. 

ROWAN 


Why? 


ACHELLI 

It's open, it's confused, can't move freely - just 
what Jack would have chosen in the old - 


SILVER 
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And he will kill us with it if we're not ready. 

They start moving out into the main area. Achelli and Silver 
are Masked - Rowan has dropped hers. 

We're looking through Rowan's eyes for a moment. Suddenly the 
vision in front of her starts to shift and flicker. 

ROWAN 


Oh, no. Not now. 

(Suddenly, panicked) 

Somebody help m- 

She starts to topple over, on the narrow catwalk. The two 
other Steelwights look back. As she starts to convulse, and 
her feet lose purchase on the catwalk. Silver is suddenly 
there, holding her up. 


SILVER 


Get me a cloth! 

Achelli looks 'round - just as two of the huge wool bins 
explode upward in fire, either side of the warehouse. Smoke 
rapidly starts to fill the warehouse. More fires start. And 
then, as the two Steelwights look around and Rowan's eyes roll 
up in her head, a figure appears through the smoke, running 
along the narrow catwalk toward the Steelwights, coat flapping 
open and razor in hand. 


SILVER 

(whispered, without looking up) Hello, Jack. 

Blindingly fast. Silver and Achelli's hands whip up, holding 
pistols. The two shots fire as one. The balls race toward 
Jack, who suddenly isn't in front of them, instead smoothly 
vaulting under the catwalk like a horseriding trick. He comes 
up again, and starts running forward. Achelli drops the pistol 
and raises the one in his left hand. Silver drops his pistol, 
and, hampered by holding Rowan, starts to draw another, 
swears, and goes for his sword. 

Achelli holds off on firing. Jack is getting faster. Then, 
suddenly. Jack leaps forward, nearly horizontally. There's a 
blast as Achelli fires, the ball grazes Jack's shoulder, a 
grunt from him as Jack hits him, and Achelli falls off the 
catwalk, catching it with one hand. Silver's sword swings in 
an arc, coming up for a stop hit. There is a blur, a ripping 
sound, and Silver's shoulder is deeply scored across by Jack's 
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razor. Silver's blade goes through Jack's coat, which rips in 
half, and across his side, bouncing off a rib. 

Jack vanishes upward into the rafters and the smoke. Silver 
screams as Rowan kicks and her weight lands wholly on his 
injured arm. He can't drop the sword. She slips out of his 
grasp and falls downward - with a last screamed effort, he 
directs her fall toward a pile of cloth a storey below. 

Achelli looks up in time to see a blur coming down toward him 
as he gets both hands on the catwalk. Jack's legs hammer into 
his shoulders, and he is thrown downward. 

JACK 


(landing on the catwalk) 

I don't give much for the quality of your help, my 
love. Seems they can't hold their balance. 

SILVER 

Save the repartee. Jack. I know this insanity isn't 
you. It must hurt some - real- part of you near to 
death. 

Jack's face creases. He twitches his head violently from side 
to side. The creases on his face seem to become much deeper, 
then pop out entirely. 

JACK 


He's dead! He's dead! 


SILVER 

Then what are you fighting? 

Silver looks onto this with an expression of hope and caution 
He doesn't move any closer. 


JACK 

We're tired. We've not been - close - to a woman, my 
love. Not one who can understand us. But your girl 
can understand us very well, I think. 

(he notices Silver's expression) 

And I'll like it that she was yours. 

SILVER 


Rowan is her own. And will remain that way. 
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JACK 

Hah. A woman only truly exists to be owned - 

He started to gesture expansively, evidently expecting Silver 
to keep talking. Hence, he is suddenly very surprised when 
Silver lunges, has to duck out of the way, and is suddenly 
fighting for his life. 

Silver doesn't look angry, he looks very, very cold. 

Silver backs Jack down the catwalk. Jack starts to counter¬ 
attack. Jack swings a hanging chain at Silver, who ducks, and 
he fight continues to go back and forward. 

Down below, Achelli starts to get up. He doesn't get that far. 
By now, he's covered in blood. 

ACHELLI 

They can't - be hurt - again - 
He painfully pushes himself to his feet. 

Rowan lies on the cloth. She's vomiting and convulsing. Her 
view is constantly shifting: the warehouse, the stars, the 
Towers of the City in the background. Jack's form shifting to 
a slimy creature in a pool, the looms to hearts. Silver to a 
shining ghost with a circlet on its brow, her hands to wings. 

She struggles, nearly calms her thrashing, then suddenly a 
fresh convulsion, worse than before, takes her utterly. 

The smoke in the warehouse is nearly all-encompassing. 

Up on the catwalk. Silver deflects, feints, feints, takes a 
cut on the leg and runs Jack through - at the last moment Jack 
manages to take it in the the left arm rather than the chest. 
Jack bellows in pain, and whips his razor around, cutting 
through Silver's blade half way up, and hobbles back off. 

Silver advances, limping. Jack's arm hangs useless. 

JACK 

I can smell her, my love. Can you? 

He smiles, and leaps off the catwalk into the smoke. 

Silver looks horrified. He vaults off the catwalk, landing 
with a grimace, and starts frantically looking around in the 
smoke. 
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Jack lands near Rowan, still helpless. He walks up to her, 
slowly, takes her hair and brings his razor around toward her 
throat. Rowan can't do anything about it. 

Then, there is a sudden bellow from off to the left, and 
Achelli cannons into Jack, slamming him off Rowan, and follows 
up with a dizzying, berserk attack that has Jack stumbling 
backward. 

Rowan is splattered with blood. It's coming from Achelli's 
body. Some of it seeps into her eyes. The red starts to film 
over her out-of-control visions. Her eyes slowly turn to 
follow Achelli, and images of heroes, very faintly, start to 
appear in the redness of her vision, following Achelli and 
seeping into her visions. 

Achelli punches Jack in the face, slashes across the front of 
his legs, and brings the blade down onto his shoulder with a 
crunching sound as Jack doesn't quite deflect it. But he's 
slowing fast. His other hand is now clutched to his wound. 

A wind starts to rise around Rowan. 

Achelli attacks again, and stumbles. Jack, whip-quick, sees 
his chance, and breathes fire into Achelli's face, and as he 
stumbles back. Jack's razor slashes around and through his 
belly, then back across his throat. Achelli falls. 

Jack advances through the smoke. He gets to Rowan, who isn't 
down, any more, but struggling up with one hand still on the 
ground. She still looks pretty much helpless, but the Mask is 
on, and there is darkness around her eyes. Jack shakes the 
blood off the razor. 


ROWAN 

It's a long way from the Razor Halls to here. 

JACK 


(Stops dead) 

How do you know that name? 

ROWAN 

From the Razor Halls, atop plains of broken glass 
like snowfall. In a lake of still-warm blood. That's 
where you met him. 


JACK 


No! Shut up! 
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JACK 2 


Stop him listening! 


ROWAN 

But you have to keep his pain warm and wet in order 
to ride. Or your flayed horse will buck and throw 
you. 

She is standing now. She looks scared, and whilst her sword is 
in her hand and her Mask is up, she doesn't look like she'll 
be able to take Jack. 

JACK 

Cut her! 

Jack's razor flicks out, around her blade, and cuts deeply 
into her shoulder. She screams and staggers. He cuts again, 
the other shoulder. He starts to cut again, then makes a 
miniscule hesitation at the whistling sound. 

Silver appears out of the mist, wielding a chunk of wood as 
tall as him, swinging at Jack's head. 

Jack ducks, blindingly fast, comes up and cuts down Silver's 
arm. Silver shouts, and the piece of wood flies from his 
grasp. Jack spins the razor to cut Silver's head open. 

Then, Jack gives a little sigh. A point protrudes from his 
ribcage. He staggers, as we see Rowan standing behind him, 
recovering from her lunge and bringing the point of her 
smallsword out. And Jack's knees give and he collapses. 

Rowan stares, and the Mask vanishes. 

ROWAN 


What happened? 

Silver rushes over to Achelli, Rowan only a step behind. 

Achelli is collapsed. His belly lies open, and his hand is 
clutched, loosely, around his throat, trying to stop the blood 
spilling out further. 

SILVER 


Achelli! 

He goes down on one knee, beside Achelli. Achelli barely - 
just barely - moves his head. 


ACHELLI 
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I was wrong. You were right. 

Lead them well, Joh- 

His last words fade out into a last bubbling breath, and 
stops moving at all, as the blood starts to slow. 

We look at Silver's face. He's totally devestated. 

JACK 

It's a bad day for the old Wights. 

The two of them. Rowan and Silver, turn suddenly. 

And he was the greatest of us, and almost the last. 

SILVER 

Jack? 

JACK 

Mostly. 

Perhaps it's just as well. We failed our mission - 
time for you to succeed. 

There is something you need to know, John. Something 
about the City. 

SILVER 

We are ruled and exploited by monsters. I know. 

JACK 

What, did I miss the notice? 

A shadow passes across his face. 

We're running out of time, John. How I became like 
this. I found a way - a hole - 

Silver reaches across and picks him up - or tries to. 

SILVER 

You'll have plenty of time to tell us later - 
(He catches sight of Jack's expression). 


We will have time. 
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JACK 

(indicates himself) They are all that keeps this 
body alive now. And I can feel them getting stronger 
again. I cannot be here when they return. 

SILVER 

There is a potion. A tincture. Something to make you 
whole. 

(commanding) 

You will not do this! 


JACK 


Shut up and listen! 
There is a pause. 


JACK 

(To Rowan) I'm afraid that Lord Silver's manners 
haven't much improved in the years I have known him. 

I am John Lacey, known as Jack Springheel, of the 
Steelwights these last ten years. 

He half bows from where he sits. 

ROWAN 

(more understanding than Silver) 

Rowan Carson. Steelwight for about three days. 

JACK 


I am honoured. 

John? 

John Silver stands for a moment, then embraces Jack. Then, 
stands back and hands him a pistol. The tension goes out of 
Jack. 


JACK 


Thank you. 


MASTER 
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This man will not be wasted. 

The Master has emerged from the lower doors with four guards. 

Jack, lightning-fast, puts the pistol to his head. A flicker 
of blackness coalesces around the trigger. The gun doesn't 
f ire. 

JACK 


Hellfire, no - 

His head suddenly, violently, jerks around, then back again. 
He now looks like he's fighting for control. 

MASTER 

You have done well in capturing Jack Springheel. I 
commend you - you're everything your late master 
promised you would be. 

Silver starts toward the Master - Rowan puts a restraining 
hand on his arm. She's looking at the Master with a good deal 
of fear. 

MASTER 


(to Rowan) Well done. 

I have no quarrel with you. We will simply take this 
murderer for questioning, and we will depart. 

Jack's head is whipping back and forward, now, and he's 
muttering to himself. 


ROWAN 

There's nothing there but darkness. 

Jack's muttering is growing more violent. His legs flex. 

MASTER 

Decide quickly, or you will have loosed him to kill 
again. 

Silver is clearly torn. He looks at Jack, looks at the Master, 
looks back. Then, suddenly, he steps back. 

SILVER 


He was a good man. 
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The Master nods, and four guards go foward and chain Jack, 
then start taking him back to the group. 

MASTER 

Many men are. But they are corrupted. 

The guards reach the Master, and the entire party turn and 
start heading out of the doors. 

SILVER 


I'm sorry. Jack. 

Suddenly, Silver reaches a decision. He draws a pistol, and 
aims down it. He fires, and Jack's head is blown apart. 

The Master whips around - he face is threatening to leave its 
usual indifferent mask. 

Silver looks at the Master, fury in his eyes. 

No agreements. No acceptance. 

You are a cancer upon this earth. I will not appease 
you. I will do nothing that appears your wish. I 
will war upon your - Authorities - until no trace of 
them remains upon this earth. 

Now, try to kill me, if you wish - and if you can. 

The room freezes in silence. Rowan nods, once. 

The Master looks at them for a few frozen seconds. Then he 

nods, slowly, consideringly, looks to his guards, gathers them 

with a look, and departs, slowly and calmly. 

A few more seconds pass. 

Rowan allows herself to relax a little. She looks to Silver. 

A hideous scream of rage rends the air. It's a scream of 
power, of very human fury and hate, but of an impossible 
magnitude. It goes on for a few seconds, accompanied by 
ripping and tearing sounds. Then it stops. 

A head rolls down the walkway, stopping almost at Silver's 
feet. It's the head of one of the guards, ripped from his body 
and horribly mutilated. It leaves a trail of blood and bits of 
spinal column. 

ROWAN 


We won, I think. 
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CUT. 
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CUT TO 

A graveyard. It's small, surrounded by walls, with a few trees 
in it, and it's quite anonymous. There is no gravestone. 

Silver weeps openly, standing at the head of a grave. Robin 
stands at the foot, the remaining Steelwights standing as a 
very small and bare crowd. The grave is almost full of earth, 
being shovelled in by Pelles and William. 

Silver can barely stand up for his crying. He collapses onto 
his haunches. 

Rowan stands watching with a frozen face, like a mask. 

ROBIN 

You will always wear a mask, now. May it protect you 
from the dogs at the doors to Heaven, and may it 
hold you to the your own self, so that you may rest 
in those Elysian fields. 

( to himself) I wonder where you are, and whether 
it is truly worth the fear. 

Silver gives him a stricken, near-murderous glare. 


ROBIN 

One, with soft enamour'd breath. 

Rekindled all the fading melodies. 

With which, like flowers that mock the corse 
beneath. 

He had adorn'd and hid the coming bulk of Death. 

I am sorry, John. 

Silver's jaw tightens further and further, like he is trying 
to control himself, before he flings himself down on his 
haunches again, sobbing. 


CUT 



Strange Company internal document- confidential 

All material copyright 2002 Hugh Hancock/Strange Company. 

CUT TO the Bishop's office. Odo is in here, limping, gathering 
paintings and effects frantically. 

There are footsteps on the stair. Odo's manservant walks in. 

He relaxes. Then, soldiers and the Master follow him. 

MASTER 

Tell me again, about His Grace's eloquence about me, 
and about teeth. They would rend me in the darkness, 

I believe? 

The camera retreats up the stairs as the Master starts to 
change, and shortly afterward the screaming begins. 

CUT 
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CUT TO 

Rowan and Silver are walking along a narrow street. Silve 
seems to have recovered himself. 

SILVER 

I cannot ask you to join us. This City is crushed 
under the weight of its rulers. There is no comfort, 
no justice, no peace to be had whilst they deprade 
upon these thousands of innocent victims, but there 
may be a measure of normalcy that it is possible to 
establish, away from the battle. 

There will be no such chance for the Steelwights. No 
chance of fulfilling dreams. Most like, we have 
little to look forward to but a violent death. 

We must join this battle, but you have other ties 
beyond us. I would not destroy you to draw you to 
our side. 


ROWAN 


But you'll still fight. 


SILVER 

I have no choice. I am vengeful. 

ROWAN 

You'll not persuade me to leave you by insulting 
yourself! 


SILVER 

No? Then try this. What I will not ask is that you 
ruin your life. That you die, and become a shade, so 
that other people might live. 

We swear an oath, when we join the Steelwights at 
last. 

We swear that we have died. That we no longer live, 
breath, intend to better ourselves. That there is 
nothing here but a wight, a dead man, sailing 
forever in a sea of swords. 

Above all, Rowan, I do not want to see you die. 

DISSOLVE into Rowan's living room. Rowan is pacing around 
looking at books, music, surgical textbooks. 
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ROWAN 

I have been terrified for most of the last week. I 
have been in pain, I've been humiliated, people 
have wanted to torture me. I hate it. I never want 
to go through that again. 

I want to have a happy life. I want to help other 
people. The Steelwights will win or lose without 
me. 

(To the painting) What should I do? 

A day passes. We dissolve into a shot of Silver, reading a 
letter in the Steelwight safehouse. 

ROWAN 

I hope you understand my decision, John. I do not 
think there is another. 

We dissolve into a shot of Rowan, on a rooftop, watching the 
Steelwight safehouse. She looks unhappy. People are walking 
past - occasionally one of them goes in. 

In a fit, I could act, when the - Mask - came over 
me.In a cage, I was strong enough. It stopped my 
body from betraying me. It made me me. 

I do not want to try to be a Steelwight. I do not 
want to be someone who will be hurt and threatened. 

However, it doesn't matter whether I want to be a - 
I suppose, hero. The blood in me is Steelwight. It 
is what I am. 

John Silver passes below. He looks up, but clearly doesn't see 
her. It's hard to read his expression. 

But I can control what I become. 

I will be a Steelwight, John. I will fight in your 
battle. 

But I refuse to die. 

And she jumps from the roof down to the safehouse. 

CUT 


ROLL CREDITS. 
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